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TO MONS, DE YOLTAIRE, 
155 


YOUR Creator endued you with ſhining talents, and caſt your lob 


in a field of action where they might be moſl happily employed: 


in the progreſs of a long and induſtrious life, you devoted them 


to a fingle purpoſe, the elevation of your character above his. 
For the accompliſhment of this purpoſe, with a diligence and uni- 
formity which would have adorned the maſt virtuous purſuits, 


you oppoſed truth, religion, and their authors, with ſophiftry, 


contempt, and obloquy ; and taught, as far as your example or 
ſentiments extended their influence, that the chi ef end of nan 
was, to ſlander his God, and abuſe him for ever. To whom 
could ſuch an effort as the following be dedicated, with more 
propriety, than to you ? The ſubje@ it celebrates is the mc? 
pointed attack upon your old enemies; an attack more happily 


deviſed, at leaſt, than ary of yeurs; as yours were more ad- 


wantageouſly concerted than the efforts of any of your predeceſſors. 
Reaſoning is an unhappy engine to be employed againſt Chrifti- 
anity ; as, like elephants in ancient war, it uſually, in this caſe, 
turns upon thoſe who employ it. Ridicule is à more convenient 
weapon, as you have ſucceſsfully evinced ; but ingenious miſin- 
terpretation is a flill more ſure aud effefual annoyance ; for the 
ſfeword and javelin, however keen, may be dreaded and ſpunned, 
evhile the ſecret and deadly dirk is plunged to the heart of un- 
Juſpecting friendſbip, unbappily trufting the ſmooth-faced aſſaſſin. 
Accept then, as due, this tribute of acknowledgment from the 
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TRIUMPH OF INFIDELITY. 


RE yet the Briton left our happy ſhore, 
Or war's alarming clarion ceas'd to roar, 
What time the morn illum'd her purple flame, 
Thro' air's dread wilds the prince of darkneſs came. 
A cloud his gloomy car; his path around, 
Attendant whirlwinds gave a fearful ſound ; 
Before him dragons wound their bloody ſpires; 
- Far ſhot behind him death's Tartarean fires; 
To image heav*n's high ſtate he proudly rode, 
19 Nor ſeem'd he leſs than hell's terrific God. 
\ / While full before him, dreſs'd in beautcous day, 
The realms of freedom, peace, and virtue lay; 
The realms where heav'n, ere Time's great empire fall, 
Shall bid new Edens dreſs this dreary ball; 
| | He frown'd, the world grew dark, the mountains ſhook, | 
ö \ And nature ſhudder'd as the ſpirit ſpoke. | 
«« What waſted years,” with angry voice he cries, 
J wage vain wars with yonder hated ſkies ? 
Still as I walk th' unmeaſur'd round of things, 
From deepeſt ill what good perpetual ſprings; 
What order ſhines, where bleſt confuſion lay, 
And from the night of death what ſplendid day? 
How ® near me ſeem'd, ere Bethlehein's wonder roſe, 
The final victory o'er my ſtruggling foes ; 
All nations won to ignorance and fin ; 
Without the Gentile, and the Jew within ? 
How near, when croſs'd, he met th' accurſed doom, 
Or lay extinguiſh'd in the mortal tomb ? 
© Stats of infidelity at the birth of — 


Yet 


C:$-3 
Yet then, even whilſt I felt my pinions riſe 
Above the arches of a thouſand ſkies, 
Even then, deep plung'd beneath the loweſt hell, 
As erſt, when hurl'd from heav'n, my kingdom fell. 
And“ oh, by what foul means! an angel I, 
A god, the rival of yon haughty ſy ! 
They the laſt ſweeping of the clay-born kind, 
The dunghill's offspring, and the reptile's mind. 
Yet their creating voice, with ſtartling ſound, 
From death and darkneſs wak'd the world's wide round; 
Before it crumbled, mid my groans and tears, 
'The Pagan fabric of a thouſand years ; 
The ſpells, the rights, the pomp, the victims fled, 
The Fanes all deſert, and the lares dead. 
In vain fierce perſecution hedg'd their way ; 
In vain dread pow'rs huge weight incumbent lay; 
As ſand- built domes diſſolve before the ſtream, 
As viſions fleet upon th' awakening beam, 
The ſtructure fled ; while hell was rack'd to ſave, 
And all my heav'n- bright glories ſought the grave. 
Amaz'd, + awhile, I ſaw the ruin ſpread, 
My hopes, my efforts, with my kingdom, dead. 
But ſoon I bade the floods of vengeance roll, 
Soon rous'd anew my mightineſs of ſoul, 
With arts my own, ch' oppoſer's power withſtood, 
And reign'd once more the univerſal God ; 
Mine, by all-poiſoning wealth, his ſons I made, 
And Satan preach'd, while proud Meſſiah fled. 
Surpris'd, 1 enrag'd to ſee his wiles outdone, 
His power all vanquiſh'd, and his kingdom gone; 
From the ſtern north he hail'd my darling holt, 
A whelming ocean, ſpread to every coaſt ; 
My Goths, my Huns, the cultur'd world o'erran, 
And darkneſs buried all the pride of man, 
* Injuries done to infidelity by Peter, Paul, and others, | 
+ Progreſs of infidelity after the death of Conſtantine the Great. 
1 Infidels injured unwittingly by their friends, the northern barbarians. 
| | On 


(yz?) 
On dozing realms he-pour'd his vengeance dread, 
On putrid biſhops, and on prieſts half dead ; 
Blotted, at one great ſtroke, the work he drew, 
And ſaw his goſpel bid mankind adieu. 
The happy hour I ſeiz d; the world my own; 
Full in his church I fix*d my glorious throne; 
Thrice crown'd I ſat a God, and more than God; 
Bade all earth's nations ſhiver at my nod ; 
4 Diſpens'd to men the code of Satan's laws, 
And made my prieſts the columns of my cauſe, 
In their bleſs'd hands the goſpel I conceal d, 
And new-found doctrines in its ſtead, reveal'd ; 
Of gloomy viſions drew a fearful round, 
Names of dire look, and words of killing ſound, 
Where meaning loſt, terrific doctrines lay, 
Maz'd the dim ſoul, and frighten'd truth away ; 
Where noiſe for truth, for virtue pomp was giv'n, 
„ Myſelf the God promulg'd, and hell the heav'n. 
To this bleſs'd ſcheme I forc'd the ſtruggling mind, 
Faith ſunk beneath me, ſenſe her light rehga'd. 
Before, rebellious conſcience clank'd the chain, 
The rack, the wheel, unboſom'd all their pain: | 
) \ The dungeon yawn'd, up roſe the faggot pyre, | | I 
And, fierce with vengeance, twin'd the livid fire, 
Theſe woes I form'd on earth ; beyond the tomb, 
Of dreams, I built the purgatorial doom ; 
Hurl'd round all realms the interdictive peal ; 
Shut kings from heav'n, and nations ſcourg'd to hell; . 
All crimes forgave, thoſe crimes indulg'd again, 
Diſclos'd the right divine to ev'ry fin ; 
To certain ecſtaſies the faithful led; 
Damn'd doubt, when living, double damn'd when dead, 
O'er bold inquiry bade all horrors roll, | 
And to its native nothing ſhrunk the ſoul, 
Thus, round the Gothic wild, my kingdom lay, 
A night, ſoon clouded o'er a winter's day. 
* New progreſs of infidelity under the papal hierarchy, 
| | B2 But 


(6) 
But * oh, by what fell fate to be entomb'd, 
Are bright ambition's brighteſt glories doom'd ? 
While now my rival ev'ry hope forſook, 
His arts, his counſels, and his ſceptre broke, 
This vaſt machine, ſo wond'rous, ſo refin'd, 
Firſt, faireſt offspring ev'n of Satan's mind, 


Than heav'n more noble, and more fix'd than fate, 
This glorious empire fell; che world grew pale, 
And the fries trembled at the dreadful tale. 
In vain my arm, in vain my ſword, I bar'd ; 
In vain my angels o'er example dar'd ; | 
My priefts, high-fed on all the ſpoils of man, 
Outran belief, and ev'n my hopes outran ; 
Hell hop'd, and toil'd in vain : Thro' all her coaſt, 
A general figh declar'd her kingdom loft. | 
Bluſh, Satan, bluſh, thou ſov'reign of mankind: 
When what thy reptile foes, thou call'ſt to mind, 
New fiſhermen, mechanic worms, anew 
Th' unfolded goſpel from my kingdom drew. 
From earth's wide realms, beneath the deluge bare, 
As ſuns reviving bade the ſpring appear, 
So, at their ſtartling voice, from ſhore to ſhore, 
A moral ſpring my winter cover'd o'er, 
The mine new ſprung, rebudding virtue grew; 
And trembling nations roſe from death anew : 
From them roll'd on, to bleſs this earth's cold clime, 
A brighter ſeaſon, and more vernal prime, 
Where, long by wintry ſuns denied to riſe, 
Fair right, and freedom open'd on the ſkies, 
Virtue, and truth, and joy, in nobler bloom, 
Call'd earth and heav'n to taſte the ſweet perfume, 
Pleas'd, to the ſcene increaſing millions ran, | 
And threaten'd Satan with the loſs of man. 
Theſe fills to ward, I train'd my arts anew, 
Oi er truth's fair form the webs of ſophiſm drew. 
®* Injuries done to infidelity by Luther, Calvin, and others. 


This building, o'er all buildings proudly great, . 


I Progreſs of infidelity under the — influence of Charles II. 


and his cotemporarics, 


Virtue 


C7 
Virtue new chill'd, in growing beauties gay, 
Wither'd her bloom, and puff'd her ſweets away. 
Againſt her friends I arm'd new bands of foes ; 
Firſt, higheſt, all-ſubduing faſhion roſe. 5 
From courts to cottages, her ſov'reign ſway, 
With force reſiſtleſs, bade the world obey, 
She moulded faith and ſcience with a nod; 
Now there was not, and now there was, a God. 
« Let black be white,” ſhe ſaid, and white it ſeem'd, 
« Hume a philoſopher,” and ſtraight he dream'd 
Moſt philoſophically. At her call, | 
Opinions, doctrines, learn'd to rife and fall; 
Before * her bent the univerſal knee, 
And own'd her ſovereign, to the praiſe of me, 
With her brave ridicule , twixt ill and good, 
Falſehood and truth, ſatanic umpire ſtood. 
He, Hogarth like, with hues and features new, 
The form of providence perſuaſive drew: 
Round its fair face bade hell's black colours riſe, 
Its limbs diſtorted, blear'd its heav*n-bright eyes, 
At the maim'd image gaz'd, and grinn'd aloud — 
Von frightful hag's no ſemblance of a god.“ 
Mean time, I my friends, the veterans of my cauſe, 
Rack'd ev'ry nerve, and gain'd all hell's applauſe, 

| Thro' 
® phil. ii. 10, 17, 


The doctrine that ridicule is a teſt of truth, cannot, even on the 
ſcheme cf infidels, juſtify their application of it. Wherever any object, 
or, if you pleaſe, propoſition, when ſcen clearly and certainly in all its na- 
ture, parts, and relations, is evidently abſurd and ridiculous, it may be an 
objection againſt its reality or truth. But a man, in his natural and proper 

appearance, may be a beautiful object; and a propoſition, in its real na- 
ture and neceſſary conſequences, may contain a truth important and noble, 
although, when a ſign- poſt painter ſhall have drawn one with a pair of 
horns and a tail, and an infidel annexed his own dreams as appendages to 

the other, all the fraternity of blockheads will laugh at both. ANON. 

See the hoſt of infidel writers during the laſt age. Such advantages 
gs infidelity enjoy over revelation, that both ſides of moral queſtions will 
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1 
Thro? realms of cheat, and doubt, and darkneſs, ran, 
New made creation, uncreated man, 
Taught, and retaught, aſſerted, and deny'd, 
As pamper'd pleaſure, or as bolſter'd pride, 


Now, groping man in death's dim darkneſs trod, 


Now, all things Kenn'd, with eyelids of a god. 
Now, miracles, not God himſelf cou'd ſpell ; 
Now, ev'ry monk cou'd grunt them from his cell. 
Prieſts now were dulleſt, laſt of mortal things. 
Now out-flew Satan's ſelf, on cunning's wings, 
No ſyſtem here of truth to man is giv'n, | 
There my own doctrines ſpeak the voice of heaven. 


equally ſupport that and weaken this. Thus one infidel will overthrow 
Revelation by proving that there is not one honeſt man living; another 
will as ſucceſsfully attack it by aſſerting, and the aſſertions of infidels are 
always to be taken for proofs, that there are honeſt men of all religions 
and opinions. One ſees intuitively that God never 4id, nor can, reveal his 
pleaſure to mankind. Another finds the Koran and Shatiſtan in the liſt 
of Revelations. Plato's devotion of himſelf to a courtezan, and Socrates 
to Alcibiades, were the effuſions of honeſt virtuous hearts; but Paul's de- 


dication of his life to the RxpEtMER, was a reverie of enthuſiaſm, God 


alfo, tho” diſhonoured by adoration, prefented to him in the chataQer of a 
holy, fin-hating God, and incapable of being pleaſed when invoked in the 
name of Jeſus Chriſt, is yet glorified, when honeſt votaries addreſs him in 
the elevated character of an ox, an onion, or a ſnake; and is highly de- 
lighted with invocations, when offered in the — and prevailing name 
of the devil. | 


Happy, happy, happy cauſe ! 
None but the wiſe, 


None but the wiſe, ' 
Have ſuch ſharp eyes, 
Or tell ſuch lies. MorGcax?®, 


The Devil's Feaſt, or the power of Falſehood; an ode by the ſame lau- 
reat, who wrote another on the death of David Hume, Eſq. in which, out 
of compaſſion to our Lord Jeſus Chriſt, he forbears to tell how effectually 
12 1 ſaid Hume has overthrown him. | 

* (Morgan) An unhappy man, who went to bed one night, and 
dreamed he was a great man and a moral philoſopher, which ſo turned 


his brain with ſurpriſe, that he never knew himſelt in a glaſs afterwards, 
but thought he was a moral philoſopher to the day of his death, 


SCRIBLERUS. 


While 


* 


1 T3 

While God, with ſmiling eyes, alike ſurveys 
The Pagan myſt'ries, and the Chriſtian praiſe. 4.1 
While here on earth no virtuous man was found, (7 
There ſaints, like piſmires, ſwarm'd the molehill round. | 
Like maggots, crawl'd Caffraria's entrail'd forts ; 
Or muſhroom'd o'er Europa's putrid courts ; 
To deift clubs familiar dar'd retire, 
Or howl'd, and powaw'd, round the Indian fire, 
Such feats my ſons atchiev'd, ſuch honours won; 
The ſhoars, the blocking of th' infernal throne ! 
And tho” yon haughty world their worth deny, 
Their names ſhall glitter in the nether ſky. 

But ah, their wiſdom, wit and toils were vain, 
A balm firſt ſoothing, then increaſing pain. 
Thro' nature's * fields while cloud-borne Bacon ran, 
Doubtful his mind, an angel, or a man ; 
While high-ſoul'd Newton, wing'd by heav'n abroad, 
 Explain'd alike the works and word of God; 
While patient Locke illum'd with new-born ray, 
The path of reaſon, and the laws of ſway: 
While Berkeley, burſting like the morning ſun, 
Look'd round, all parching, from his lofty throge 
In all events, and in all beings ſhew'd, 1 
The preſent, living, acting, ſpeaking God. 
Or caſt reſiſtleſs beams the goſpel o'er, | 
Union ſupreme of wiſdom, love, and power. | 
Pain'd, ſhrivell'd, gaſping from the forceful ray, 
How crept my mite philoſophers away ? 
In vain my Methodiſt, brave Herbert, cried, 

And whin'd, and wrote, pretended, pray'd, and lied +. i 


Names of a few filly men whoſe minds were too ſmall to com- 
prehend the nature and e vidences of infidelity. 


CoLiing. 
+ See Lord Herbert's Cock-Lane Ghoſt Tale of Thunder's Anſwer 
te Prayer, | SCRIBLERUSs 
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In vain my Shaſtſbury, to his maſter true, 
Dread Humble=bee * ! o'er burs and thiſtles flew z 
Incupp'd and raviſh'd with the fuſsful noiſe, 
To praiſe the wond'rous flowers, he rais'd his voice, 
Of nature, beauty, dream'd and humm'd amain, 
And ſung himſelf, and buzz'd at truth in vain. 
Ah Bolingbroke, how well thy tatter'd robe, 
Poor Bedlam king of learning's little globe ! 
Amus'd thy fancy? He with glory fir'd, 
Myſelf in miniature! to heav'n aſpir'd. 
For fame, his heav'n, thro' falſehood's realms he ran, 
And wiſh'd, and watch'd, and toil'd, and hop'd in vain, 
Miſread, miſwrote, miſquoted, miſapply'd, 
Yet fail'd of fame, and miſs'd the ſkies beſide. 
In views, in pride, in fate, conjoin'd with me, 
Even Satan's ſelf ſhall drop a tear for thee. 

My leaders theſe ; yet Satan boaſts his ſubs, 
His Tolands, Tindals, Collins's, and Chubbs. 
Morgans and Woolſtons, names of lighter worth, 
That ſtand on falſehood's lift, for, &c. 
That ſworn to me, to vice and folly giv'n, 
At truth and virtue growl'd, and bark'd at heav'n. 
Not men, tis true, yet manlings oft they won, 
Againſt their God help'd blockheads oft to fun ; 
Help'd fops to folly, and help'd rakes to fin, 
And + mar'd all ſway, by mocking ſway divine, 
My liſt of authors too they help'd to count, 
As cyphers eke the decimal amount. 


* The charaRteriſtics of which inſect are buſily to buſtle about with 
- 2 great ſhow of ſtatelineſs and mock majeſty, with a noiſy ſolemn hum, 
that ſounds much and means nothing; to be for ever poring over flowers, 


put never to gather or yield any honey. 


Li xNAuSs Property of Humble-bees. 

+ The fame n which ſupport or deftroy Chriſtianity, alike 
ſupport or deſtroy political order and government. 
that Lord Bolingbroke, when contending againſt thoſe whom he eſteems 
enemies of the Britiſh government, treats them, unwittingly, 1 preſume, 
a enemies alſo to Chriſtianity, and loads them, for their combined folly 
and perverſeneſs, with many epithets of ſupreme contempt, 


6 


So manifeſt is this, 


1 
As writers too, they proffer'd uſeful aid, 
Believ'd unſeen, and reverenc'd tho' unread. 


Againſt their foe no proof my ſons deſire, 


No reaſoning canvaſs, and no ſenſe require. 
Enough, the bible is by wits arraign'd, 


Genteel men doubt it, ſmart men ſay it's feign'd ; 
Onward my powder'd beaux and boobies throng, 


As puppies float the kennel's ſtream along. 
But their defects to varniſh, and, in ſpite 
Of pride and dignity, reſolv'd to write, 


I ſeiz'd the work myſelf. Straight in a cloud 
Of night involv'd, to Scotia's realms I rode. 


There, in the cobwebs of a college room, 
I found my beſt amanuenſis, Hume, 


And boſom'd in his breaſt, On dreams afloat, 


The youth ſoar d high, and, as I prompted, 
Sublimeſt nonſenſe there | taught mankind, 


wrote. 


Pure, genuine droſs, from gold ſev'n times refin'd. 
From realm to realm the ſtrain exalted rung, 


And thus the ſage, and thus his teacher, ſung. 


All things roll on, by fix d, eternal laws; 
Vet no effect depends upon a cauſe: 


Hence every law was made by Chance divine, 


Parent moſt fit of order, and deſign | 


Earth was not made, but happen'd : Yet, on earth, 


All beings happen, by molt ſtated birth; 
Each thing miraculous ; yet ſtrange to tell, 
Not God himſelf can ſhew a miracle. 


Meantime, leſt theſe great things the vulgar mind, 
With learning vaſt, and deep reſearch, ſhou'd blind, 

Leſt dull to read, and duller ſtill when known, | 
My favourite ſcheme ſhou'd mould, and ſleep alone ; 


To France “] poſted, on the wings of air, 
And fir'd the labours of the gay Voltaire. 


He, light and gay, o'er learning's ſurface flew, a 
And prov'd all things at option, falſe or true. | 


writer of the two, 
; C 


Satan ſeems guilty of an anachroniſm here, Voltaire being the eldeſt 
| SCRIBLERUS» 


The 
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The goſpel's truths he ſaw were airy dreams, 
The ſhades of nonſenſe, and the whims of whims. 
Before his face no Jew cou'd tell what paſt ; 

Or know the right from left, the firſt from laſt ; 
Conje&ure where his native Salem ſtood, 

Or find if Jordan had a bank or flood. 

The Greeks and Romans never truth deſcried, 
But always (when they prov'd the goſpel) lied. 
He, he alone the bleſt retreat had ſmelt, 

The well “, where long with frogs the goddeſs dwelt; 
In China dug, at Chihohamti's + call, | 
And curb'd with bricks, the refuſe of his wall. 
'There, mid a realm of cheat, a world of lies, 
Where alter'd nature wore ene great diſguiſe, 
Where ſhrunk, miſhapen bodies mock the eye, | 
And ſhrivell'd ſouls the power of thought deny; 
Mid idiot Mandarins and baby kings, 

And dwarf philoſophers, in leading ſtrings, 

Mid ſenſeleſs votaries of leſs ſenſeleſs Fo , 
Wretches who nothing even ſeem'd to know, 
Bonzes, with ſouls more naked than their ſkin, 
All brute without, and more than brute within ; 
From Europe's rougher ſons the goddeſs ſhrunk, 
Tripp'd in her iron ſhoes, and ſail'd her junk. 
Nice, pretty, wond'rous ſtories there ſhe told 

Of empires forty thouſand ages old. 


* It appears by the teſtimony of all the ancient hiſtorians, that truth 
originally Hved in a well; but Voltaire was the firſt geographer who diſ- 


covered where it was dug. Lord Kaims's ſketches of the weakneſs of man. 


Article, Voltaire, 


+ The Emperor, who burnt all the ancient records of his country, 
and built the great wall to defend it from the Tartars. Quzre—In which 
inſtance did he do his countrymen the moſt good; if the books he burnt 
wee like thoſe written bythem afterwards ! 


1 Fo, principal idol ef the Chineſe. 
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Of Tohi, born with rainbows round his noſe, 
Lao's long day—Ginſeng *, alchymic doſe— 
Stories, at which all Behmen's dreams awake, 
Start into truth, and ſenſe and virtue ſpeak ; 

To which, all liſping children e'er began 

With, „At a time,” and“ Once there was a man,” 
Is reaſon, truth, and fat; and ſanction'd clear, 
With heav'n's own voice, or proof of eye and ear. 
He + too reveal'd, that candour bade mankind 
Believe my haughty rival weak, and blind ; 

That all things wrong a ruling God deny'd; 

Or a Satanic imp that God imply'd ; | 

An imp, perchance, of power and ſkill poſſeſt, 

But not with juſtice, truth, or goodneſs, bleſt. 
Doctrines divine] would men their force receive, 
And live to Satan's glory, as believe. 

Nor theſe alone: from every claſs of man 

I gain'd new aids to build the darling plan, 

But chief his favourite claſs, his prieſts, I won, 

To undermine his cauſe, and prop my own. 

Here Jeſuitic art its frauds combin'd, 

To draw ten thouſand cobwebs o'er the mind, 

In poiſon'd toils the flutterer to inclofe, 

And fix, with venom'd fangs, eternal woes, 

On ſceptic droſs they ſtamp'd heaven's image bright, 
And nam'd their will-a-wiſp, Immortal Light. 
Thro' moors, and fens, the ſightleſs wanderer led, 

Till down he plung'd, ingulph'd among the dead. 


* A plant to which the Chineſe aſcribe all virtues of food and medi- 
eine, and proved by European ſcrutiny to be juſt as remote from them as 


the date of the Chineſe empire from 40,000 years. In the ſame manner 


all Chineſe extraordinaries, except a few mechanical ones, when examined, 
_ deſcend to plain dock and plantain, Vet when ſwallowed by Voltaire, 


they will help to expel gripes of conſcience, as a decoction of Ginſeng will 
thoſe of the flatulent colic, full as well as warm water, 


GarTH's Alphabetical Prophecies, Article, Ginſeng. 


+ See Voltaire's Candide ; the great purpoſe of which is to prove, that 
whatever is, is not right, 
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To life, Socinus * here his millions drew, 

In ways, the art of heav'n conceal'd from view, 

Undeify'd the world's Almighty truſt, _ 

And lower'd eternity's great fire + to duſt, 

He taught, O firſt of men ! the Son of God, 

Who hung the globe, and ſtretch'd the heav'ns abroad, 

Spoke into life the ſun's ſupernal fire, "I 

And mov'd to harmony the flaming choir, 

Who in his hand immenſity infolds, 

And angels, worlds, and ſuns, and heav'ns upholds, 

Is what? a worm on far creation's limb, 

A minim, in intelligence' extreme. | 

O wond'rous goſpel, where ſuch doQrines riſe 1. 

Diſcoveries wond'rous of moſt wond'rous eyes! 5 + 

From him a Carling race deſcended fair, 

Even to this day my firſt and chiefeſt care, 

When perteſt Prieſtley t calls mankind to ſee 

His own corruptions of Chriſtianity. 12 
Mean time, leſs open friends my cauſe ſuſtain'd, | 

More ſmoothly tempted and more lily gain'd ; 

Taught eaſier ways to climb the bright abode ; 

Leſs pure made virtue, and leſs perfect God; 

Leſs guilty vice, th* atonement leſs divine, = 1 

And pav'd, with peace and joy, the way to ſin, 

While & thus by art and perſeverance won, 

Again the old world ſeem'd almoſt my own. 


* Great men, if cloſely examined, will generally be found ſtrongly ts 
reſemble each other. Thus Milton, Homer, and Offian, were blind. Thus 
this great man exceedingly reſembled Milton, There were, however, one 
or two trifling circumſtances of difference. Milton, for inſtance, was ſtone | 
| | blind in his bodily eyes, but had clear and intuitive moral optics. In Socinus 
\Þ; the caſe was exactly reverſed. Milton alſo roſe in his moral conceptions, 

[ with no unhappy imitation of the ſcriptural ſublimity : Socinus, on the 
contrary, anticlimaxed the ſcriptural ſyſtem down to nothing. 
| SCRIBLERUS» 


+ Ifaiah ix. 6. | | 
| 0 1 A celebrated philoſopher of the preſent day, who has carried chemi- 
1 cal compoſition to a higher perfection than any man living; for he has 


"8 advanced ſo far, as to form a whole ſyſtem of divinity out of fixed air. 
I; | | SCRIBLERUS. 


S Oppoſition to infidelity by diſciples of Peter, Paul, &c. in this coun- 
try [North America J. 
fla | | In 
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In this wild waſte, where Albion's lights revive, 
New dangers threaten, and new evils live. 
Here a dread race, my ſturdieſt foes deſign'd, 
Patient of toil, of firm and vigorous mind, 
Pinion'd with bold reſearch to truth's far coaſt, 
By ſtorms undaunted, nor in oceans loſt, 
With dire invaſion, error's realms aſſail, 
And all my hardy friends before them fail. 

But my chief bane, my apoftolic foe, 
In life, in labours, ſource of every woe, 
From icenes obſcure did heav*n his Edwards call, 
That moral Newton, and that ſecond Paul. 
He, in clear view, ſaw ſacred ſyſtems roll, 
Of reaſoning worlds, around their central foul, 
Saw love attractive every ſyſtem bind, 
The parent linking to each filal mind; 
The end of heav'n's high works reſiſtleſs ſhew'd, 
Creating glory, and created good ; | 
And, in one little life, the goſpel more 
Diſclos'd, than all earth's myriads kenn'd before, 
Beneath his ſtandard, lo! what numbers riſe, 
To care for truth, and combat for the ſkies ! 
Arm'd at all points, they try the battling field, 
With reaſon's ſword, and faith's etherial ſhield. 
To ward this fate, all irreligion can, 
Whate'er {ſuſtains or flatters ſinning man; 
Whate'er can conſcience of her thorns diſarm, 
Or calm, at death's approach, the dread alarm; 
Whate'er, like truth, with error cheats mankind ; 
Whate'er, like virtue, taints with vice the mind; 
I preach'd, I wrote, I argu'd, pray'd, and lied, 
What cou'd my friends, or even myſelf, beſide ? 
But tho* with glad ſucceſſes often crown'd, 
Unceaſing fears my troubled path ſurround. 
While with each toil my friends the cauſe ſuſtain, 
Their toils, their efforts, and their arts are vain. 

Ev'n plodding L—— did but little good, 
Who taught the foul of man was made of mud “: 


See a late American treatiſe, entitled, A Philoſophical Eſſay on 
Matter, in which this great doctrine is fully proved. 
8 Cold 


— . —— r 
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| 
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Cold mud was virtue ; warmer mud was fin ; 
And thoughts the angleworms that crawl'd within; 
Nor taught alone; but wiſe, to precept join'd 
A fair example, in his creeping mind. 

In vain thro” realms of nonſenſe ® —— ran, 
The great clodhopping Oracle + of Man. 
Yet faithſul were his toils: what cou'd be more? 
In Satan's cauſe he buſtled, bruis'd, and ſwore ; 
And what the due reward,f from me ſhall know, 
For gentlemen of equal worth below. 

To vengeance then, my ſoul, to vengeance riſe, 
Aſſert thy glory and aſſault the ſkies. 
What tho” dull ſeers have ſung in dreams ſublime, 
Thy ruin floats along the verge of time. 
Tho' without hands the ſtone from mountains riven 9, 
Alarms my throne, and haſtes the ire of heav'n; 
'Tho' bliſs drezd || heralds earth's far limits round, 
Pardon, and peace, and joy, ere long ſhall ſound ; 
How beauteous are their feet! all regions cry, 
And one great natal ſong ſalute the ſky : 
Still, ſhould I fink, a glorious fate I'll find, 
And ſink amid the ruins of mankind, 

But what new onſet ſhall I now begin, 
To plunge the New World in the gulph of fin ? 


* Otherwiſe called, Oracles of Reaſon, 


+ New name elegantly given to man in Oracles of Reaſon. 
; AXOXs 
The annotator above miſtakes. in calling this epithet a new name. I 
eould eaſily ſhew, by a ſeries of learned deduQions, that Clodhopper was 
the very original name of mankind, when they wore tails, as Lord Mon- 
boddo has moſt ingeniouſly proved they did, at their firſt creation, 
SCKIBLERUS, 


T In A—n's journal, the writer obſerves, he ſhall be treated i the 
future world as well as other gentlemen of equal merit are treated : a ſen- 
ment in which all his countrymen will join him, | 
| | | | SCRIBLERUS. 


& Dan. ii. 3445. 


1 Ifai, iii. 7. Nos 
With 
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With ſweet declenſion down perdition's ſteep, 
How, in one hoſt, her cheated millions ſweep ? 
I hail the glorious project, firſt and beſt, 
That ever Satan's bright invention bleſt; 
That * on this world my kingdom firſt began, 
And loſt my rival paradiſe, and man, 
Twice fifteen ſuns are paſt, ſince Chauncy's mind 
Thro' doctrines deep, from common ſenſe refin'd, 
J led, a nice myſterious work to frame, 
With love of ſyſtem, and with luſt of fame, 
Fair in his hand the pleaſing wonder grew, 
Wrought with deep art, and ſtor'd with treaſures new: 
There the ſweet ſophiſm led the ſoul aftray ; 
There round to heav'n ſoft bent the crooked way; 
Saints, he confeſs'd, the ſhorteſt route purſue ; 
But, ſcarce behind, my children follow too. 
Even Satan's ſelf ere long ſhall thither hie; 
On cap T, huzza! and thro' the door go I 
Now palſied age has dimm'd his mental fight, 
I'll rouſe the ſage his maſter's laws to fight, 
The injuries long, he render'd, to repair, 
And wipe from heaven's fair book his faith and pray'r, 
To wound the eternal cauſe with deepeſt harms, 
A cheated goſpel proves the ſureſt arms ; 

Thoſe arms, no hand can, like a preacher's wield ; 
Falſe friends may ſtab, when foes mult fly the field. 
This Murray proves, in whom my utmoſt ſkill 

Peer'd out no means of miſchief, but the will. 

He, in hard days, when ribbons gave no bread, 

And Spitalfie!ds' brave ſons from Tyburn fled, 
Scamp'ring from bailiffs, wiſely dropt the ſhuttle, 

To preach down truth, and common ſenſe to throttle. 


Gen. iii. 4. And the ſerpent ſaid unto the woman, Ye ſhall not ſurely 
die. 

+ Magical incantation uſed formerly by the witches at Salem, when 
they went through key holes, 
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With cunning, oft in ſcrapes and buſtles try'd, 
Tongue at your ſervice, in all ſtories ply'd 
The dirtieſt ridicule of things moſt holy, 
And dirtier flattery of fin and folly ; 
A mimickry, at which buffoons wou'd bluſh, 
Religion cent-per-cented, at a ruſh, 
Boldneſs, that dares to make the bible lie, 
And braſs, that wou'd a foundery ſupply. 
Midſt gather'd rogues and blockheads oft he ſtood, 
And rous'd to fun the genuine brotherhood ; 
Scripture, and argument, oblig'd to yield, 
Made learning, ſenſe, and virtue, quit the field, 


While fainting decency ſunk down to ſee 


'The deſk of God a puppet-ſhow for me, 
This ſaid, inveſted with the robes of day, 
To Chauncey's dome he wing'd his gladſome way, 
And ſpread delightful to his wilder'd ſenſe, 
The pride of ſyſtem, and th' increaſe of pence. 
Forth from its cobwebs ſtraight the work he drew, 
In mould till precious, and in duſt ſtill new. 
This darling pet to uſher to mankind, 
High blown to ecſtaſy, the ſage deſign'd ; 
And conn'd, with grand parental love, the day, 
When thro' the world, the heir ſhou'd make its way. 
The laughing ſpirit ſeiz d the lucky hour, 
And round Columbia bade the“ trumpet roar, 
And thus, thro' all her regions rang the ſong — 
To Pandemonia's plains, ye mortals, throng ! 
Here ſhall you, raptur'd, find there is no hell; 
A prieſt ſhall teach ic, and the goſpel tell : 


* Otherwiſe called Salvation unto all men. A treatiſe, publiſhed as a 


karbinger to the great one, having this motto on the title page: 
] leave you here a little book, 
For you to look upon, 
That you may learn to curſe and ſwear, 


When I am dead and gone, SCRIBLERUS. 


+ Otherwiſe called the field of miſchief, 
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The pleaſing truth, ſo long from earth conceal'd, 
To bleſs deſponding guilt is now reveal'd. 
Thus rang the thrilling voice, the new world round, 
Each villain ſtarted at the pleaſing ſound, 
Hugg'd his old crimes, new miſchiefs *gan deviſe, 
And turn'd his noſe up to the threat'ning ſkies. 

The perjur'd wretch, who met no honeſt eye, 
But felt his own retreat, his ſpirit die, 
Clear'd up his wither'd front, and true he cry'd, 
I've ſometimes been forſworn, and ſometimes lied ; 
But all's a farce ; as proves this doctrine new, 
For God muſt help the perjur'd, as the true. 

Up Florio fprang; and with indignant woes, 
As thus he cried, his ſtartled boſom roſe 
I am the firſt of men in ways of evil, 
The trueſt, thriftieſt ſervant of the devil, 
Born, educated, glory to engroſs, 
And ſhine confeſs'd, the Devil's Man of Roſs. 
Here's three to one, I beat him ev'n in pride; 
Two whores already in my chariot ride: 
Shall then this wretch ? forbid it Florio, heav'n! 
Shall ſin's bright laurels to this prieſt be giv'n ? 
No, flill on Satan's roll ſhall ſhine my praiſe, 
's liſts of yeas and nays. 

Half pleas'd the honeſt tar out bolted—* whew l 
«« Good doctrine, Jack,” Aye, too good to be true.” 
P—— ſcowling heard, and growl'd The day's our own! 
I'll now tell two lies, where I told but one. 

V——— more hard than flint, in fin grown old, 
Clinch'd cloſe his claws, and grip'd his bags of gold. 
In vain, he cried, their woes let orphans tell; 
In vain let widows weep, there is no hell. 
Six, ſix per cent, each month muſt now be giv'n, 
For pious uſury now's the road to heav'n. 
All who, though fair without, yet black within, 
| Glued to their lips the choice liqueur of fin, 
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Whoſe conſcience, oft rebuff d, with ſnaky power, 


Impoiſon'd Kill the gay and gleeful hour, 


Check'd the looſe wiſh, the paſt enjoyment ſtung, 


And oft th' alarm of retribution hung, 


Thrill'd at each nerve, to find their fears were vain, 


And ſwung triumphant caps at future pain. 

And now the morn aroſe; when o'er the plain 
Gather'd, from ev'ry ſide, a numerous train; 
To quell thoſe fears that rankled ſtill within, 
And gain new ſtrength, and confidence, to in, 
There the half putrid epicure was ſeen, b 
His cheeks of port, and lips of turtle green, 
Who hop'd a long eternity was giv'n 
To ſpread good tables, in ſome eating heav'n. 


The letcher there his lurid viſage ſhew'd, 


The imp of darkneſs, and the foe of good; 

Who fled his lovely wife's moſt pure embrace, 
To ſate on hags, and breed a mongrel race ; 

A high-fed horſe, for others' wives who neigh'd; 


A cur, wha prowl'd around each quiet bed; 


A ſnake, far ſpreading his impoiſon'd breath 
And charming innocence to guilt and death. 
Here ſtood Hypocriſy, in ſober brown, 

His ſabbath face all ſorrow'd with a frown. 

A diſmal tale he told of diſmal times, 

And this ſad world, brimful of ſaddeſt crimes, 
Furrow'd his cheeks with tears for others' ſin, 
But clos'd his eye-lids on the hell within. 


There {mil'd the ſmooth divine, unus'd to wound 


The ſinner's heart, with hell's alarming ſound. 
No terrors on his gentle tongue attend; 

No grating truths the niceſt ear offend. 

That ſtrange new- birth, that methodiſtie grace, 
Nor in his heart, nor ſermons, found a place. 
Plato's fine tales he clumſily retold, 

Trite, fire-· ſide, moral ſee-ſaws, dull as old; 


7 


13 

His Chriſt and bible plac'd at good remove, 
Guilt hell- deſerving, and forgiving love. 
"Twas beſt, he ſaid, mankind ſhou'd ceaſe to ſin: 
Good fame requir'd it; ſo did peace within: 
Their honours well he knew wou'd ne'er be driv'n; 
But hop'd they ſtill wou'd pleaſe to go to heav'n. 
Each week he paid his viſitation dues; 
Coax'd, jeſted, laugh'd ; rehears'd the private news; 
Smok'd with each goody, thought her cheeſe excell'd ; 
Her pipe he lighted, and her baby held. 
Or plac'd in ſome great town with lacquer'd ſhoes, 
Trim wig, and trimmer gown, and gliſtening hoſe, 
He bow'd, talk'd politics, learn'd manners mild; 
Moſt meekly queſtion'd, and moſt ſmoothly ſmil'd ; 
At rich men's jeſts laugh'd loud; their ſtories prais'd; 
Their wives new patterns gaz'd, and gaz'd, and gaz'd ; 
Moſt daintily on pamper'd turkeys din'd, 
Nor ſhrunk with faſting, nor with ſtudy pin'd; 
Yet from their churches ſaw his brethren driv'n, 
Who thunder'd truth, and ſpoke the voice of heav'n, 
Chill'd trembling guilt, in Satan's headlong path, 
Charm'd the feet back, and rous'd the ear of death. 
Let fools,” he cry'd, “ ſtarve on, while prudent I, 
Snug in my neſt ſhall live, and ſnug ſhall die.“ 

There ſtood the infidel of modern breed, 
Bleſt vegetation of infernal ſeed ; 
Alike no deilt, and no Chriſtian, he, 
But from all principle, all virtue, free. 
To him all things the ſame, as good or evil, 
Jehovah, Jove, the Lama, or the Devil; 
Mohammed's braying, or Iſaiah's lays, 
The Indians powaws, or the Chriſtian's praiſe. 
With him all zatural defires are good; 
He * thirlts for ſtews, the Mohawks thirſt for blood: 


* Both juſtified, as all other crimes are, on the great ſcale that they are 
natura!, Ee | SCRIBLERUS» 
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Made not to know, or love, th' all-beauteous mind, 
Or wing thro' heav'n his path to bliſs refin'd. 
But his dear ſelf, choice Dagon ! to adore ; 
To dreſs, to game, to ſwear, to drink, to whore ; 
To race his ſteeds; or cheat when others run; 
Pit tortur'd cocks, and ſwear tis glorious fun: 
His ſoul not cloth'd with attributes divine; 
But a nice watch-ſpring to that grand machine, 
That work more nice than Rittenhouſe can plan 
The body ; man's chief part ; himſelf, the man: 
Man, that illuſtrious brute of nobleſt ſhape, 
A ſwine unbriſtled, and an untail'd ape: 
To couple, eat, and die - his glorious doom 
The oyſter's church- yard, and the capon's tomb. 
There - grinn'd, his conſcience ſear'd anew, 
And ſcarcely wiſh'd the doctrine falſe or true; 
Scarce ſmil'd, himſelf ſecure from God to know, 
So poor the triumph o'er ſo weak a foe, 
In the deep midnight of his guilty mind, 
Where not one ſolitary virtue ſhin'd, 
Hardy, at times, his ſtruggling conſcience wrought 
A few ſtrange intervals of lucid thought, 
Holding her clear and dreadful mirror nigher, 
Where villain glow'd in characters of fire. 
Thoſe few the tale diſperſed : his foul no more 
Shall, once a year, the Beelzebub run o'er; 


No more ſhall J—'s ghoſt her infant ſhow, 


Saw his hard nerves, and point the hell below; 
Fix'd in cold death, no more his eyeballs ſtare, 
Nor change to upright thorns his briſtly hair. 

There Demas ſmil'd, who once the Chriſtian name 
Gravely aſſum'd, and wore with ſober fame. 
Meek, modeſt, decent, in life's lowly vale, 
Pleas'd he walk'd on ; nor now had grac'd this tale ; 


But, borne beyond the Atlantic ferry, he 


Saw wond'rous things, his ſchool-mates did not ſee. 


Great 


Here wrinkled dotage, like a fondled boy, 
Tiitter'd, and ſmirk'd its momentary joy: 


1 
Great houſes, and great men, in coaches carried; 
Great ladies, great lords wives, tho' never married; | 


Fine horſes, and fine pictures, and fine plays, 


And all the fineſt things of modern days, 
Cameleon like, he loſt his former hue, 
And, mid ſuch great men, grew a great man too ; | 
Enter'd the round of filly, vain parade ; | 
His hair he powder'd, and his bow he made, 

Shall powder'd heads, he cried, be ſent to hell ? 

Shall men in vain in ſuch fine houſes dwell ? 

There Euclio—Ah my muſe, let deepeſt ſhame ! 
Bluſh on thy cheek at that unhappy name ! 

Oh write it not, my hand! the name appears 
Already written; waſh it out my tears 

Still, oh al pitying Saviour! let thy love, 

Stronger than death, all heights, and heav'ns above, 
That on the accurſed tree in woes ſevere, 

The thie!'s dire guilt extinguiſh'd with a tear, 

Yearn o'er that mind, that with temptations dire, 
Rank appetites, and paſſions fraught with fire, 
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Ny each new call without, each thought within, | 


Is forc'd to folly, and is whirl'd to fin ; | 
In conſcience ſpite, tho' arm'd with hiſſing fears, | 
Strong pangs of ſoul, and all-his country's tears, 

Is charm'd to madneſs by th' old ſerpent's breath, 

And hurried ſwiftly down the ſteep of death. 

Burſt, burſt, thou charm! wake, trembler, wake again, 

Nor let thy parent's dying pray'rs be vain! 


The hour arriv'd, th' infernal trumpet blew ; 


Black from its mouth a cloud ſulphureous flew ; 
The caverns groan'd ; the ſtartled throng gave way, 
And forth the chariot ruſh'd to gloomy day. 

On ev'ry fide, expreſſive emblems roſe, 

The man, the ſcene, the purpoſe to diſcloſe. 


His crumbs there avarice grip'd with lengthen'd nails, 


And weigh'd clipp'd halfpence in unequal ſcales, 
4 | Trim 
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Trim vanity her praiſes laugh'd aloud, ? 
And ſnufF'd for incenſe from the gaping crowd, 
While age an eye of anguiſh caſt around, 
His crown of glory proſtrate on the ground. 
There Chauncy fate; aloud his voice declar'd, 
Hell is no more, or no more to be fear'd. 
What tho' the heavens, in words of flaming fire, 
Diſcloſe the vengeance of eternal ire, 
Bid anguiſh o'er the unrepenting ſoul, 
In waves ſucceeding waves, for ever roll; 
The ſtrongeſt terms, each language knows, employ 
To teach us endleſs woe, and endleſs joy: 
Tis all a ſpecious irony, deſign'd 
A harmleſs trifling with the human kind : . 4 
Or, not to charge the ſacred book with lies, 
A wile moſt needful of th' ingenious ſkies, - 
On this bad earth their kingdom to maintain, 
And curb the rebel man: but all in vain, 
Firſt Origen, then Tillotſon, then I 
Learn'd their profoundeſt cunning to deſcry, 
And ſhew'd this truth, tho' nicely cover'd o'er, 
'That hell's broad path leads round to heaven's door. 
See® fais and ep:'s build the glorious ſcheme! 
And gar's and +ro's unfold their proof ſupreme. 
But ſuch nice proof as none but thoſe can know, 
Who oft have read the ſacred volume through, 
And read in Greek; but chiefly thoſe who all 
The epiſtles oft have ſearch'd of cunning Paul. 
He, he alone, the myſtery ſeem'd to know; 
And none but wizard eyes can peep him thro”, 
Then here, at ſecond hand, receive from me, 
What ia the ſacred books you'll never ſee. 
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* How much alike are great men till, ſay I? The Doctor has found 
a whole ſyſtem of divinity in three or four Greek adverbs and prepofitions ; 
as Lord Coke had before diſcovered, that there is much curious and cun- 
ning kind of learning in an &. 


For, 
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For *, though the page reveal'd our cauſe ſuſtains, 
When ſearch'd with cunning, and when gloſs'd with pains, 
Yet our firſt aids from human paſſions riſe, 
Bleſt friends to error, and bleſt props to lies! 
And chief, that ruling principle within, 
The love of ſweet ſecurity in fin; 
Beneath whoſe power all pleaſing falſehoods, blind, 
And ſteal, with ſoft conviction, on the mind, 
No good more luſcious than their truth the knows, 
And hence their evidence will ne'er oppoſe. 
Aided by this, ſhe mounts th' Eternal throne, 
And makes the univerſe around her own, 
Decides the rights of Godhead with her nod, 
And wields for him dominion's mighty rod, 
Whate'er he ought, or ought not, ſhe deſcries, 
Beholds all innnite relations riſe, 
TH' immenſe of time and ſpace ſurveys ſerene, 
And tells whate'er the bible ought to mean; 
Whate'er ſhe wiſhes, ſees him bound to do; 
. Elſe in bis hand unjuſt, his word untrue, 
Then wou'd you lay your own or other's fears, 
Search your own boſoms, or appeal to theirs. 
Rnow what thoſe boſoms with, heav'n muſt reveal; 
And ſure no boſom ever wiſh'd a hell. 
But, leſt fuſtain'd by underpinning frail, 
Our hopes and wits, our proofs and doct:ines fail, ar 
Admit a hell; but from its terrors take 
Whate er commands the guilty heart to quake. 
Again the purgatorial whim revive, 
And bid the ſoul by ſtripes and pennance live. 


* Witneſs Matthezv vii. 13, 15. Strait is the gate, and narrow the way 
that leadeth to deſtruction, and No BoDY THERE 15 who goes in thereat- 
Becauſe wide is the gate, and broad is the way that leadeth unto life; 
and ALL THEY BZ Who find it.—Murray's new verſion of the Bible, 


very proper to be kept by thieves, whoremongers, idolaters, and all liars; 
With others, who mean to go ta heaven, via hell. 


And 


( 26 ) 
And know, with ſearch moſt deep, and wits moſt keen, 
I've learn'd, that hell is but a ſchool for fin; 
Which yields to heaven, the ſoul from guilt refin'd, 
And, tho' it mars the devils, mends mankind, 
And thus the matter ſtands, When God makes man, 
He makes him here religious, if he can; 
If he cannot, he bids him farther go, 
And try to be religious down below ; 
But as his failure is his fault, ordains 
His foul to ſuffer dire repentance” pains, 
Repentance, fearful doom of ſinners vile! 
The law's whole curſe, and nature's higheſt ill ! 
If there the wretch repent, the work is done; 
If not, he plunges to a lower zone, 
A lower ſtill, and ſtill a lower tries, 
Till with ſuch finking tir'd, he longs to riſe, 
And finding there the faſhion to repent, 
He joins the throng, and ſtrait to heav'n is ſent, 
Heaven now his own he claims, ror can the ſky 
Preſerve it's honour, and his claim deny, 
Thus ftands the fact; and if the proof ſhou'd fail 
Let heaven next time {ome better proof reveal. 
I've done my part; I've given you here the pith ; 
The reſt, the bark and ſap, I leave to S——, 
Thus ſpoke the ſage: a ſhout from all the throng, 
Roll'd up to heav'n, and roar'd the plains along; 
Conſcience, a moment, ceas'd her ſtrings to rear, 
And joy exceſſive whelm'd each rifing fear. 
But foon reflection's glaſs again ſhe rear'd, 
Spread out fell fin ; and all her horrors barr'd ; 
There anguiſh, guilt, remorſe, her dreadful train, 
Tremendous harbinger of endleſs pain, 


by 


Froze the ſad breaſt, amaz'd the withering eye, 
And forc'd the ſoul to doubt the luſcious lie. 

Yet ſoon ſophiſtic wiſhes, fond and vain, 
The ſcheme review d, and lov'd, and hop'd again; 
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So one by one, the flames of hell withdrew ; 
Leſs painful conſcience, fin leſs dang'rous grew, 
Leſs priz'd the day, to men for trial given, 
Leſs fear'd Jehovah, and leſs valued heaven. 

No longer now by conſcience calls unmann'd, 
To fin, the wretch put forth a bolder hand; 
More freely cheated, lied, defam'd, and ſwore ; 
Nor wiſh'd the night to riot, drink, or whore; 
Look'd up, and hiſt his God; his parents ſtung, 
And ſold his friend and country for a ſong. | 
The new-fledg'd infidel of modern brood, | | 
Climb'd the next fence, clapp'd both his wings and crow'd; 
Confeſs'd the doctrines were as juſt as new, 
And doubted if the Bible were not true. 
The decent Chriſtian threw his maſk aſide, 
And ſmil'd, to ſee the path of heav'n ſo wide, 
To church, the half of each fair Sunday went, 
The reſt in viſits, ſleep, or dining, ſpent ; 
To vice and error nobly liberal grew: 
Spoke kindly of all doctrines, but the true; 
All men, but ſaints, he hop'd, to heaven might riſe, 
And thought all roads, but virtue, reach'd the ſkies. 
There truth and virtue flood, and figh'd to find, | | 
New gates of falſehood open'd on mankind ; 
New paths to ruin ftrew'd with flowers divine, 
And other aids, and motives, gain'd to fin. 

From a dim cloud the ſpirit eyed the ſcene, 

Now proud with triumph, and now vex'd with ſpleen, 
Mark'd all the throng, beheld them all his own, 


And to his cauſe No FRIEND OF VIRTUE won; 


Surpris d, enrag'd, he wing'd his ſooty flight, 
And hid beneath the pall of endleſs night, 


THE END, 
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